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devoted to heroic labour, nineteen hours of concentrated
work a day, seven days a week, the identical schedule he had
imposed upon himself in his novitiate: for he knew it to be
more difficult for a man to climb to favour a second time
than a first. Editors and critics were saying he was through,
that he had shot his bolt, that the public was tired of him;
he knew that he had barely scratched the surface of the fine
and moving stories he had to tell.

When Martin Eden was released, though it deserved the
finest reception of all his books, the novel was so neglected
or abused by the unfriendly press that Brett could find no
laudatory lines from the reviews to quote in his advertise-
ments. Jack complained that the critics had not understood
him, that the reviewers were accusing him of abandoning
his socialism and making individualism sound alluring,
whereas he had written the book as an indictment of the
Nietzschean superman philosophy. On the flyleaf of the
copy he sent to Upton Sinclair, he wrote, " One of my motifs
in Martin Eden was an attack on individualism. I must have
bungled, for not a single reviewer has discovered it." He had
not bungled; he had merely written such a gripping human
life story that his conflicting philosophies had fallen by the
wayside. If he could have known that Martin Eden was going
to inspire an entire generation of American authors, if he
could have known that thirty years later Martin Eden would
be considered by thousands of fiction lovers as the greatest
of American novels, he would not have been so heartbroken
over the treatment afforded what he always called his best
book.

The deeper he was in debt the better he worked; the
greater the odds against him, the more passionately he
attacked his adversaries. He began work on the boldly
conceived Burning Daylight, a novel of the Klondike and San
Francisco; he wrote four of his best South Sea tales; he
wrote " Samuel" and " The Sea Farmer," two stirring dialect
yarns laid on the coast of Ireland. Anger had always been
one of his most potent motivations; he burned at white heat,
for he was madder'n hell at having almost destroyed himself,
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